PEACOCK

Celebrities always deprive me of my naturalness.
Either I begin to tease them or I am tongue-tied.
When I met Chaliapin, on the stage of the Paris
Opera, after his first performance there, I could
not think of a word to say to him. Nor, appar-
ently, could he think of a word to say to me. I
just looked up at him, and he just looked down at
me. Then some kindly person drew the giant away.

London, January
My only good resolution for the New Year was
to read Thomas Love Peacock, one of those classi-
cal, established English authors whose reputations
are invulnerable and whom nobody reads. So I
got a set of his works at once, but not without
difficulty. Curious that I could not get a set in
a uniform cloth binding ! The first bookseller
whom I approached had apparently never heard
of the author of " Crotchet Castle ", etc. I chose
" Gryll Grange " to read, and I read it in the odd
moments of two days. Well, Peacock had no
gift for plot ; a considerable gift for the narration
of an episode, but little gift for joining his episodes
together. As with so many English novelists, he
had not taken the trouble to learn his job. The
thing is the wildest fantasy. Young hero living in
a tower with seven lovely serving-maids, sisters,
each of whom has a plain, bucolic, ultimately suc-
cessful swain. Everything beautifully pure. An
audacious modern novelist handling such a theme
would certainly have got himself into trouble.